2O4                                         S H E P P E T                                     ACT I

[He is about to go on with his shaving when MR, BOLTON

holds his arm.

BOLTON: No, you don't. I don't want my throat cut.
SHEPPEY; A little thing like that's not going to affect my

'and.  Is that what you're frightened of? Why, I could

shave a gentleman if they was dropping bombs over

St. James's Palace and Jermyn Street was burning like

a load of straw.
BOLTON: I don't mind telling you I'm not a gentleman who'd

be wanting a shave just at that moment.
BRADLEY: I'll finish Mr. Bolton myself.   Give me your

razor.
BOLTON: \Passing his hand over his chin.}   No, that's all right.

That'll do.

[BRADLEY sponges and wipes his face.
ALBERT: There's a wire for you from Dublin, and they've

rung up your house from the Daily Echo. They wanted

your business address.
BRADLEY: You haven't lost the ticket, Sheppcy?

SHEPPEY: Not me. I've got it on me now. [He takes out his
pocket book and produces the ticket^

Miss GRANGE: How much is it, Mr. Bradley?

ALBERT: Mrs. Miller didn't say. She was all excited. Crying
and laughing she was. The consolation prizes are a
hundred pounds.

BOLTON: Well, even that's worth having.

SHEPPEY: I can do with it.

Miss GRANGE: You don't seem a bit excited, Sheppey.

SHEPPEY: Well, to tell you the truth Pve been sort of
expecting it. I was born lucky.

Miss GRANGE: If it was me I'd be doing Catherine-wheels

all over the shop.
SHEPPEY: 1 don't believe Mr. Bradley would like that, Miss